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swarms  of distracted little blacks pouring forths
armed with bows and arrows*

He decided that the first thing to do was to
fetch Madame Simonneau, who lived close at hand,
in the Boulevard Bineau^ in the residential part of
the cafe* He closed the gate carefully, and went
in search of the housekeeper. Once on the
boulevard, he recovered his equanimity* He felt
most uncomfortable about the accident; he accepted
the accomplished fact, but he cavilled at fate In
respect of the circumstances. Since there had to
be a death, he gave his consent that there should
be one3 but he would have preferred another*
Toward this one he was conscious of a feeling of
disgust and repugnance. He said to himself
vaguely:

CCI concede a suicide* But what is the good
of a ridiculous and declamatory suicide ? Couldn't
the fellow have killed himself at home ? Couldn't
hes if his determination was irrevocable^ have carried
it out discreetly^ with proper pride ? That is what
a gentleman would have done in his position*
Then one might have pitied him^ and respected
his memory*"

He recalled word for word his conversation
with F61icie in the bedroom an hour before the
tragedy. He asked her if she had not for a time
been Chevaliers mistress* He had asked her this,